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The Commander of the Legion explained: "We are going
to rescue Koba Darsa."
The maps were on a desk, and Franco bent over them,
with the eager eyes of a surgeon searching for an abscess.
One of the officers at his side observed: uThe river is
impassable/'
Franco, without lifting his eyes from the maps, answered
him, "We do not have to cross the river/*
In that very spot he dictated his orders, and warned the
troops to get ready. He ordered specifically that no one
should alter his instructions. He dictated to the artillery-
men when to lay down the protective barrages of fire.
Those assembled there looked at each other with surprise.
"But are we going to fight now?"
"At once," Franco replied.
It was three o'clock in the afternoon in the month of July.
No one ever thought of fighting in the most oppressive hour
of the sun's heat. The land of Africa lay in silence, beaten
down by that heat of molten lead. The troops began their
march. A half-hour later they were in contact with the enemy,
who, surprised by the attack, hardly attempted to rally. At
four-thirty Koba Darsa, the impossible, was liberated. The
manoeuvre was the work of an artist.
At nightfall Franco returned to Uad Lau. He asked for a
glass of milk. It was the only food he had consumed for
twenty hours. For when the day offers military adventure,
and it is necessary to act, Franco forgets his meals.
The insurrection spread until it reached the gates of
Xauen and Tetuan, cutting these cities off from communi-
cation and severing the road to Tangier.
Unexpectedly, Primo de Rivera, who wished to examine
matters at close quarters, left for Tetuan, and during his stay,
some operations that temporarily relieved the situation were
carried out. Communications were restored with Xauen and